might have done on seaweed. He reached a door in
the main part of the building, which must serve the
purpose of a dwelling-house. There was a pile of
clogs on the doorstep. Puny geraniums in old ena-
melled cooking-pots adorned the entrance. The moon
was reflected in a small overgrown pond at no great
distance.

"Is anyone there? I want to ask my way. Is anyone
there 1"

The house was evidently locked and bolted and
wrapped in sleep. No doubt the farmer and his people
had to be up early. Why had he followed the direc-
tions given him by the boys ? They must have indicated
a short cut which only local folk could find. He went
back to the outer porch and stared at the road. It
seemed to him to carry past the fence, swing round
a clump of oaks, then lose itself in lush grassland
smelling of trodden stalks and corn. Should he re-
trace his steps? He dared not start over again on that
tramp through the wood, with the animals at his
heels. No doubt they were hanging round in the hope
of attaching themselves to some other casual wayfarer,
some potential master. No, that just wasn't possible.
What time was it? Hell! my watch has stopped, I told
Juliette not to wear it on her wrist. She plays the
devil with watches: moves her hands about too much.
Same as with his fountain-pen. Ever since she wrote
that ridiculous letter to one of the papers, hoping to
win a competition for the "Best Letter of Despair",
the gold nib has been broken and the ink doesn't flow.
It wasn't used to the pompous phraseology of Part-
ings. She doesn't know anything about despair, but
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